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*I can quite believe it,' she said, laughing, 'and I congratu-
late both of you. I suppose, chevalier, that you also know
the amiable Miss Sophie?5
'Naturally, who knows the mother must know the daugh-
ter.'
'Yes, yes, I understand/
Sophie was standing by, and Lady Harrington, after em-
bracing her affectionately, said: clf you love yourself, you
must love her, for she is your very image.'
'One of the little tricks nature plays on us,' I said.
'Certainly, but you must own she has managed it very
^ell this time.7
So sapng, she took my arm, and holding Sophie by the
hand, she led us through the crowd, and I had to endure a
thousand questions from people I had never seen.
£Why, here is the husband of Madam Cornelys.'
'Here comes Mr. Cornelys!'
'This must be Mr. Cornelys!'
'No, no, no,' laughed Lady Harrington continually.
It began to annoy rne, for the cause of this persecution
fcras the likeness between the child and myself. I asked my
tady to let Sophie go back to her mother, but she was too
touch amused to listen to me.
'Stay by me,' she insisted, cand I will tell you who every-
body is.'
We sat down, and by and by up came La Cornelys to
pay her court. Every one turned to her and repeated the
questions which had annoyed me so much.
She took her stand very boldly, declaring that I was her
oldest and her best friend, and that it was not without rea-
son that her daughter resembled me. Then, when the laugh-
ter had somewhat died away, and doubtless to change the
subject, she said that Sophie had been learning the minuet
and danced it to perfection.
'Come, then,' said Lady Harrington, 'send for a violin,
*»d let us admire the pretty little virtuosa.*
We were in a private sitting-room, and the ball had not

